MEMOIRS   OF   RACHEL.                                 Gl

they found themselves listening coldly to the finest passages,
insensible to the most telling points, and wearied with the
length of the play!

But we will take Jules Janin's own words:

"All the talent in the world, especially when continually
applied to the same dramatic works, will not satisfy continu-
ally the hearer....."What pleases in a great actor, as in

all arts that appeal to the imagination, is the unforeseen.
When I am utterly ignorant of what is to happen, when I do
not know, when you yourself do not know what will be your
next gesture, your look, what passion will possess your heart,
what outcry will burst from your terror-stricken soul, then,
indeed, I am willing to see you daily, for each day you will be
new to me; to-day I may blame, to-morrow praise; yester-
day you were all powerful, to-morrow, perhaps, you may
hardly win from me a word of admiration; so much the bet-
ter, then, if you draw from me f unexpected tears; if in my
heart you strike an unknown fibre ; but tell me not of hear-
ing night after night great artists who every time present the
exact counterpart of what they were the preceding one,"

Critics were unanimous in exacting that Rachel should
study new rdles, saying that it was the only way to renew this
young talent, so full of sap and vigor, in lieu of allowing it to
languish and grow stale in two or three invariably recurring
parts, thus condemning to motionless inactivity this powerful
intelligence.

Mademoiselle Rachel, on her side, having accustomed herself
to draw the greater part of hur strength from the constant
support of the public, at the sight of the coldness and indiffer-
ence with which her former enthusiastic patrons now greeted
her, was herself chilled and paralyzed; she stopped short at
the aspect of the unimpressed, unmoved galleries. The ap-
plause of her audience had becom/a indispensable to her; the
moment it was lacking she became powerless. She could not
endure this ill-boding silence; she imagined her gesture, her
look, her voice, would inst&ntly break the spell; failing in this,
she became confused; she forgot the character she represent-
ed, and, to win back the stimulus she lacked, rushed headlong
into all the extremes and exaggerations of dramatic art; wheretion; they
